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Allen  a-Dale. 


ALLEN  A-Dale  has  no  faggot  for  burning,  - 
Allen  A-Dale  b^s  no  furrow  for  turning,  f 
y\!len  A-Dale  has  no  fleece  for  the  fpinning,  ■ 
Allan  A-Dale  has  red  gold  for  the  winning  ; 
Come  read  me  my  riddle,  come  hearken  my  tale,  ' 
And  tell  me  the  craft  of  bold  Allen  A-Dale, 

The  Baron  of  Ravenfvvorth  prances  in  pride ; 
And  he  views  his  domains  upon  Arkindale  fide  ; 
The  mere  for  his  net,  and  the  land  for  his  game, 
The  chase  for  the  wild,  and  the  park  for  the  tame  j 
Yet  the  Hlli  of  the  lake,  and  the  deer  of  the  vale, 
Are  lefs  to  Lord  Dacre  than  Allen  A-Dale. 

Allen  A-Dale  was  ne'er  belted  a  knight, 

Tho'  his  I'pear  be  as  lharp  and  his  blade  be  as  brlgl 

Allen  A-Dale  is  no  baron  or  lord, 

Yet  twenty  tall  yeomen  will  draw  at  his  word  ;  i 

And  the  best  of  our  nobles  his  bonnet  will  vail, 

V/ho  at  Rere  Crofs  on  Stanmore  meets  Allen  A-Da 

Allen  A-Dale  to  his  wooing  is  come  ; 
The  mother  (he  afk'd  of  his  house  and  bis  home  ; 
*'Tho'  the  caftlc  cf  Richmond  (lands  far  oil  the  hil 
My  hail,''  quoth  bold  Allen,  *'Uands  gallanter  flill 
'Tis  the  blue  vaiik  of  heavV,  with  its  crecent  fo  pa' 
Arid  with  all  its  bright  fpangies  V  faid  Allen  A-Da 

The  father  v^af.  (leel,  and  the  mother  was  (lone ; 
They  lifted  tlie  latch  and  tl:iey  bade  him  begone; 
But  loud  on  ^be  monow  the  wail  and  the  cry  I 
He  had  laugh'd  on  the  lafs  with  his  bonny  black 
And  ftiefled  to  theicreil  to  hear  a  love  tale, 
And  the  }  outh  it  vvas  told  by  was  Allen  A-Dale. 
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Faddy  Carey. 

rWAS  at  the  town  of  nate  Clogheen 
That  ferjent  Snap  met  Paddy  Careyi^ 
claner  boy  was  never  feeifi, 
Briik  as  a  bee,  light  as  a  fairy, 
is  brawny  fhoulders,  four  feet  fquare. 
His  cheeks  like  thumping  red  potatoes, 
is  legs  would  make  a  chairman  ftare ; 
And  Pat  was  lov'd  by  all  the  ladies. 
,    Old  and  young,  grave  and  fad, 

Deaf  and  dumb,  dull  or  ma  », 
^ddlin^;,  twaddUng,  limping,  fquinting. 
Light,  brilk,  and  airy. 
1|  the  fweet  faces,  at  Limerick  races, 
rbm  Mulinavat  to  Maghera  felt, 
^jjjt  Paddy^s  beautiful  name  would  melt; 
he  fowls  would  cry,  and  look  fo  Ihy, 
gh,  Cufhiamachree  !  did  you  never  fee 
The  joliy  boy,  the  darling  joy. 
The  ladies'  toy,  the  widow^'s  joy, 
^J^jiimble  footed,  black  ey^d,  rcley  cheek'd. 
Curly  headed  Paddy  Carey? 
O  fweet  Paddy  !  beautiful  Paddy  ! 
ate  little,  tight  little  Paddy  Carey  ! 
is  heart  was  made  of  Irifli  oak. 
Yet  foft  as  ftreams  from  fweet  Killarney; 
is  tongue  was  tipt  with  a  bit  o'  the  brogue. 
But  the  devil  a  bit  at  all  of  the  blarney^ 
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Now  ferjeant  Snap,  fo  fly  and  keen, 
While  Pat  was  coaxing  duck-legg*d  Mar) 
A  fliilling  flipt  fo  neat  and  clean. 
By  the  powers,  he  lifted  Paddy  Carey  ! 
Tight  and  found,  ftrong  and  light. 
Cheeks  fo  round,  eyes  fo  bright, 
Whiftling,  humming,  drinking,  drumming 
Tight,  light,  and  airy. 

All  the  fweet  faces,  &c. 

The  fowls  wept  loud,  the  crowd  was  great 
When  waddUng  forth  came  wido^ 
Leary; 

Tho'  (he  was  crippled  in  her  gait. 

Her  brawny  arms  clafp'd  Paddy  Care] 
Ogh  Pat !  (he  cry'd,  go  buy  the  ring. 

Here's  cafli  galore,  my  darling  honey  ; 
Says  Pat,  you  fowl,  Pil  do  that  thing, 
And  clapt  his  thumb  upon  her — mon^^ 
Gimblet  eye,  faufage  nofe, 
Pat  fo  fly,  ogle  throws, 
Leering,  tittering,  jeering,  frittering. 
Sweet  Widow  Leary. 
All  the  fweet  faces,  &c. 

When  Pat  had  thus  his  fortune  made. 
He  prefsM  the  lips  of  Millrefs  Leary  ; 

And  mounting  ftraight  a  large  cockade, 
In  captain V  boots  ftruts  Paddy  Carey. 
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He,  grateful,  prals'd  her  fliapc,  her  back, 

^    To  others  like  a  dromedary  ; 

Her  eyes  that  feem'd  their  firings  to  crack, 

Were  Cupid's  darts  to  Captain  Carey  1 
I  '     Neat  and  fweet,  no  alloy, 
All  compleat,  love  and  joy. 
Ranting,  roaring,  foft  adoring. 
Dear  Widow  Leary. 
All  the  Iweet  faces  at  Limerick  races, 
From  Mulinavat  to  Maghera  felt, 
At  Paddy's  promotion  figh  and  melt. 
The  fowls  all  cry,  as  the  Groom  ft  ruts  by , 
Ogh,  Cuflilamacree  !  thou'rt  loft  to  me, 
:        Tlie  jolly  boy,  the  darling  boy. 

The  ladies'  toy,  the  widows'  joy. 
Long  fword  girted,  nate  ftort  (kirted, 
Head  crept,  whifker  chopped 
Captain  Carey  ! 
O  fweet  Paddy  !  beautiful  Paddy  ! 
White  feather'd,  boot  leathered 
Paddy  Carey! 

Ma  chere  Amie  ! 


A  chere  amie  !  my  charming  fair  1 
Whose  smiles  can  baniik  ev'ry  care  j 


In  kind  comp^^^ffion  Imile  on  me, 
Whofe-^only  care  is  love  for  thee. 

Ma  chere  an,ue  I  &c. 
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Under  fweet  Irlendlhip's  tiered  name 

My  bofom  caught  the  tender  fldiue  : 
Let  friend lliip  in  thv  bi)foiii  be 

Converted  into  love  for  uie. 

Ma  chere  aniie  !  &c. 
Together  rear'd,  together  growu. 

O !  let  us  now  unit<3  in  one  I 
Let  pity  foften  thy  decree  ! 

I  droop,  dear  maid !  1  die  for  thee ! 

Ma  chere  amie  !  &c. 

IViUiam  TelL 

WHEN  William  Tell  was  doomed  to  die, 
Or  hit  the  mark  upon  his  Infant's  liead, 
The  fignal  toll'd,  the  hour  was  nigh, 

And  soldiers  march'd  with  grief  and  dread. 
And  now  each  valiant  Swifs  his  grief  pai takes. 
For  they  figii 
And  wildly  cry, 
Poor  William  Tell,  once  Hero  of  the  Lakes  ! 
At  length  was  heard  the  mufB'd  drum. 
And  ftraight  the  pointed  arrov/  flies, 
The  tremhling  Boy  expects  his  doom, 

And  all  fkriek  out.  He  dies  !  iiC  dies  ! 
When,  haik  !  the  lofty  trumpet  founds. 

The  mark  is  hit  I  my  child  is  free  1 
Into  his  Father's  aims  he  bouuds, 
Infpir'd  by  love  and  liberty. 
And  now  each  valiant  Ssvifs  his  joy  partakes, 
For  r?,ouncains  ring, 
"h^*v  ling, 

Long  live  Wnuaut  Xcli,  the  Hero  of  the  Lakes ! 


Oh  the  Moment  zvas  fad. 


0  H  the  moment  was  fad  when  my  love  and  1 

parted, 

Savourna  Dtlifh,  Shinagh,  Oh  ! 
As  I  kifs'd  off  lier  tears,  I  was  nigii  broken-hearted,. 

Savourna  Delifli,  Shinagh,.  Gh  1' 
Wan  was  her  cheek,  which. hung  on  my  flioulder, 
Damp  was  her  hand^  no  marble  was  colder, 

1  fek  that  I  never  agam  (hould  bdiold  her, 

Savourna  DelilK,  Shinagh,  Oh  ! 

When  tlie  word  ol  command  pur  our  men  into  mo^ 
tion, 

Savourna  Delifli^,  Shinagh,  Oh  ! 
I  buckled  on  my  knapfack  to  crofs  the  wide  ocean, 

Savourna  Delifli,  Shinagh,  Oh  ! 
Brilk  were  our  troops,  all  roaring  like  thunder, 
Pieas'd  with  the  voyage,  impatient  for  plunder. 
My  bofom  wiih  grief  was  almoft  torn  aiunder, 

Savourna  Deliih,  Shinagh,  Oh  1 

.Long  I  fought  for  my  country,  far  from  my  true- 
love, 

Savourna  Delifh,  Shinagh,  Oh  \ 
All  my  pay  and  my  boocy  1  hoarded  for  you,  love, 

Savourna  Delilh^  Shinagh,  Oh  1 
Peace  beii^g  proclaim'd,  1  return'd  from  the  daugh- 
ter, 

Landed  at  liome — my  fweet  gu^l,  I  fought  her, 
But  Ibrrow,  alas !  to  the  cold  grave  had  brought  here, 
Savouiaa  DeiiO),  Shinagh,  Oh  1 
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The  Cottage  on  the  Moar. 

MY  rnam  Is  no  more,  and  iny  dad  in  his  grave 
Little  orphans  are  fillets  and^I,  fadly  po;jff, 
InduRry  our  wealth,  and  no  dwelling  we  have, 
But  yon  neat  little  cottage^  that  ftands  on  th( 
moor. 


The  lark's  early  fong  does  to  labour  invite  5 
Contented  wejuft  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door  j 

And  Phoebus,  retiring,  tript  home  with  deltght. 
To  our  neat  little  cottage,  that  (lands  on  the  mod 
Yon  neat  little  cottage,  &c. 


Oar  me^fis  are  but  homely,  mirth  fweetens  our  cheei^ 
Affection's  our  inmate,  the  gueil  we  adore, 

And  heart-eafe  and  healih  make  a  palace  appear 
Of  our  neat  little  cottage  that  (lands  on  the  moGi 
Yon.  neat  little  cottage.  Sec. 


FINIS. 


